CCTHE     PILGRIM     OF     ETERNITY * *

station at Patras, I came nearest to the wretched
village but could not turn aside since it lay out of
my course to the ferry-boat.    As it was, the ride on
a crawling horse through the little-known district of
JEtolia had taken me three days.    On his first happy
journey in Greece, Byron himself had passed along
this route.   It is a strange and haunted land, for
the ancient gods came there early and left it late,
as though reserving it as a retreat for their discredited
old age.   Nourished by long lakes  and brimming
water-courses, which flow through forests of ilex and
the dark Valona oak,  it is different in character
from the rest of Greece, and in old times the Greek
inhabitants there spoke dialects almost as rude as
barbaric tongues.   On the track I passed the solid
ruins of Stratos, where a detachment of Athenians
who had heard Pericles and watched the Parthenon
building were surrounded  by the  semi-barbarians
and destroyed.   And I passed the white torrent of
the Achelous (Aspropotamo), and Agrinion, the mar-
ket town of Missolonghi,  and  Kalydon to which
Atalanta, the swift runner, came from Arcadia north-
ward, " a blast of the envy of God ".   But, haunted
as was the road by visions of ancient heroes and
death, Missolonghi lay amid  the marshes  on my
right, and from it arose a grander and more terrible
vision.

Among the muddy flats, the natural homes of the
malarial fly, and a shallow lagoon which no tide
ever cleanses, I could see the squalid village which
the western Greeks had chosen as a kind of head-
quarters for their rebellion, in the vain hope that
it might command the entrance of the Gulf, and
that the marshes would make it inaccessible. There,
as in a vision of the past, I saw a ramshackle cottage,
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